

j. rjoeftcrantmee hedgeho gi then God grant race too 
La.Vottt gr d fo thac W icked deede. 

Ihoumaieft bee clariwe ^ and vertuous> 

° h G/? V Th| e fiuer for the King of Hcauen that hath him. 

1' Heeis n Heauen, vvherethou flialt neuercome. 
qtut him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither, 

juTeftbetfde the chamber where thou belt. 

GYo*. So willitMaddam till I lie with you. 

G/tf.I know fo , but gentle Lady 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits . 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode • 

Is not the caufer of the time-leffe deaths, 

Ofthefe Plant a genets , Henry &nd Edward- 
Achlamefull as the executioner r 
La.Thou art the caufe, and mod accurft ctieS- 
C/o.Your beauty was the caufe of that effect. 

Your beauty which did haunt mee m my fleepe. 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

Sol might reft that houre inyourfweetebofome. 

/,<*. if I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefenailes fhould rend that beauty fionvtheir cheekes. 
^G/o.Thefe eyes could neuer endure Tweet beauties wrack, 
You flnould not blemifli them if I flood by *• 

A s all the world is cleared by the Sunne, 

S °Z^. b BlSke night oulrjhade thy day, and death- thy^ j 

(7/o.Curfe not thy felfefaire creature, thou art both- * 

La. I would I were to bee reuenged on thee, 

Glo- It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loucth you. 

La . It is a quarrell iuft and reasonable, 

To bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband- 
Gh, He that bereft thee Lady oftby husband. 

Did it to helpe thee to a better husband* ^ ,| 
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* tf Richard the Third- 

La His better doth not breath vpon the Earth; 

La Whv what was hee ? 

qio. Thelelfe fame name but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee ? . . 

Git. Hecre. . Sheefiitter athm. 

Why doeft fpit at him ? , r , 

La. Would it were mortall poy fon for thy fake* 

Git. Neuer came poy fon firomfo fweeteaplace* 

La. Neuer hung poy fon on a fouler Toade, 

Gut of my fight thou doft infea my eyes. # 

G/o. Th ine eyes fweete Lad y hauc infected mine * 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Git. I would they were, that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death • 

Thofceyes ofthine, frommine hauedrawnefalttearesj 
Shamca their afpeft with ftoreof childish drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds nor enemy. 

My tonguecould neuer leame fweete fmootgmg words. - 

But now thy beauty is propofdemy fee ; 

My proud heart fues and prompts my tongue to fpeaktf. 
Teach not my lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady not for 1'uch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this fharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this true bofome. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee *• 

I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. % 
Nay^oenotpawleAwasT that kild your husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me • 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry , 

But twas thy hcauenly face that fet me on : Heere fie lets 
Take vp thy fword againe, or take vp me. fall the Sword 

La. Arife diffembler , though I wifhthy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

G/o.Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it. 

La. I haue already. 




THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.23) OctaVO 


